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SOME OF THESE DAYS.
BY WALTER GRIEVE.

I had a royal estate upon the Mississippi,
about a hundred miles nbove Orleans, man-
aged by a man who was both a treasure
sod a curiosity; for he was entirely compe-
tent, eatirely devoted to my interest, nnd su-
premely honest. He must Lave been pur-
posely created to take cliarge of my busi-
ness. I think he was convinced of the fact
—was proud of it, and believed that Fate
and Nature had constituted him special

uardian to my helpless self. Then I had
ganl: stock and wharf property in Orleans,
which paid me a great income. Cliristian
Corke's nephew—a merchant there—col-
lected it and paid me half-yearly, 1 had
nothing to do even in my own afluirs.
You have seen some people on whom ev-
ery bady waits, and whom the world will
uot let help themselves.  Well, it scems |
am one of that sort.  Everybody waits on
me.

My father and mother slept under their
marhle slab among the orange trees, Once
I had a wee sister, long ago. Her little urn
glistened under the orange trees, too, There
wis 1o one to control e, not even dear
old Aunt Deborah, who was my only near
reiative and who kept my house, Lecanse
dhie did not know what that boy George
wauld do without some one to lcok after
Lim, In her eves [ was human perfection,
and she wailed on me more than the rest.

My own master, an ample fortune, and
nothing to do—what a trinity of qualities.
I read everything, from romances to pol-
eiies—from bagetelles to science—{rom
poetry to polities—rode, hunted, fished,
Loated, and knew society from Boston to
Orleans. 1 felt very comfortable, and was
Yerftclly satisfied with my world as it was.

had reached the ature age of six-and
twenty without committing matrimeny —
worse still, hind never tendered heart and
hand to any one, and what some will think
the height of atrocity, had seen no one to
whom 1 had ever felt inclined to make the
profler.  \Was not this behaving badly?
Aunt Ded evidently thought so.  True, she
never openly expressed the opinion, Lut for
sorre time she had “kept up a mighty
Linting."  As time passed, her hints grew
stionger.  One evening she nnmusked Lier
guus, und opened their battory wpon me,

“Uoorge, do you know you were twenty-
¥ix  Jast week?” caid the old lady, looking
under her spees at me, as I lay on a coneh
i the back parfor, teasing Una and read-
ing Juvenal.

“l huve a vague idea of tho fact, aunt
Dt All the servants came fur presents,
and vou had Jinner encugh for & regiment.
That looked like a birthday, somewhat,”

“You ure getting old fast, George.”

*Yes, aunt Deb, at the rate of one year
every twelve months,  But that's about the
average, auntie, is it not?”

“George, it is time you were married,”
siid the old lady, with evident effect, layving
aside bLlank cartridges aud shooting her
guns,

“What for, auntiet”

“Why, everybody gets married. Don’t
you intend ever to be married, and do like |
ethier people?”

“Well, I reckon g0, sunt Deb, some of |
these days"

“Sotne of these days, indeed!
now, Georget”

“Well, nunt Deb, if [ was married, 1
sould have to be married to somebody, |
suppose, and I nm sure I don't know any
one whom I want, and no one shows n
great desire for me.”

Whereupon, my good aunt, with most
praiseworthy industry, passed in review be-
gore me the whole eatalogue of her young
lady-acquaintances—old and young—thin
And fat—long and short—blonde and bru
fetie—expatiating on their merits as she
brought them forth, as a shopman would
how and recommend his wares, indulging |
in that fine belief, universally entertained
by old lady relatives, that her nephew
<reorge had only to designate a preference,
and the favored fair one would at onca re-
ognise his right of election, and be but too
Liappy to take charge of his keys. But 1

\\Yllv\' not

L

INA SPARTA

Devoted 1o 5uuﬂ)’zm Rights, Politics, Agriculture, and MAliscellany,

they could not very well help seeing me.
I was rather surprised at this, but suppos-
ing it was one of gunt Deb’s church ar-
rangements, with which I never meddled,
lay still, waiting to see what -would turn
up. Presently astrange minister, whose
long white hair floated freely over his siill
ruddy face and sacordotal robes, took his
stand at the end of the room, and almost
at the same moment six couples entered,
and approaching him, filed off to the right
and left, This fonked marvellously like a
marriage was to take pluce. Several of the
genilemen were my own friends, but I did
not know one of the ladies. It was high
time that I should know what sort of ca-
pers were about to be cut, so unexpectedly
to me, in my own house; so, laying down
the Juvenal, I patted Una on the head to
keep her quiet, and was about to advance
towards my company, when Isaw aunt
Deb standing at the door of the room I
was in, beckoning to me. As a matter of
course I went to her, feeling sure that she
understood and could tell me the how and
why of this strange procedure.

“Brownie is waiting for you, George,”
said aunt Deb, in a low tone, ns a yuunﬁ
lady in brida! dress and veil stepped throng
the door, and stood before me.

She was indeed lovely, IHair of that
rich, lustrous brown, which is the most
beautiful in the world—a clear semi-bru-
nette, with a nut-brown tint mingling with
the warm blood in her cheek—a large, full,
dark Llue eye—a little active figure, yet
round and exquisite in proportion, and a
mobility of feature, which telegraplied in
the face every feeling as rapidly as it en.
tered the heart. She was such a woman
as I had never seen before, and cannot re.
member that I bad ever imagined. In-
stinctively [ extended my hand o her, and
when hers met mine there was something
in its clasp wholly new to me. It seemed
to wrap around mine, and the two hands
as it were to be absorbed by each other.
Almost uneonscious of what I was doing,
and controlled by some influence, I know
not what, [ placed her hand upon my arm,
and, with my eyes fixed on her, we advan-
ced to the minister and took our places be
fore him. The solemn warriage ritual of
the Episcopal church proceeded, made more
solemn still by the deep pathos of the cld
bishop's voice, and I, George, pledged my
faith to her, Brownie, under the solemn
sanction of the church. 1 lifted her veil
and pressed my lips to hers. I had kissed
bright lips before, many a time, but never
as now., There was a something there, I
have often since striven in vain to kunow
what, the memory of which will cling to
me forever. It seemed as if a wew soul
wis entering into my soul, and mingling
with it, and thesceforward my Leing was to
be different anl dual. 1 was about o fuld
Ler in wy arms, to take hier as mine, as a
part of myself, when a atranze snile enme
across the old bishop's fisee, and separating
us with his hamd, he sqid Guietly:

“Not yet, George, not yot. You are
hers, and sha is yours; but you must love
her much more, and wishi for her much
longer, befure you can pos<ess her”

I objected and nrgued in vain, To alll
urged the bishop replied only with this
strange, cold smile, while the bridal cor-
lege closed round my wife, andd slowly fol-
lowed the bishop from the room, leaving
me astounded and half stupified in the
middle of the fluor.  Aunt Deb closed the
procession.  As she passed out of the door
she stopped a moment, ficed ronnd to e

these days.”

and rubbed herself tremulonsly against my
knees, till she half roused we from my
stupor, nud I went up to my chawmber,
puzzled, pestered, and sadly out of humor.

which I was, as well as my confused facal-
ties would permit, and finally went to sleep,
with a distinet determination o find out i
the morning whether I was really and leo
gally married to Brownie, and if T was, to
have her back in spite of all the l-"nlm’\s in
the upiverse.
s e

“What's the matter nowi” [exelaimed,
half asleep, as I found myself ronghly sha
ken.

“Time you was gettin up, Mass Georgo,
Bofe bells dun ring. Miss Deb, she dun
say, plase cum,” grunted Jim, a young ob-
ony of a dozen years, whom the butler had
taken to keep io the dinivg room,

“Is Miss Deb at tablei yawned {.

“Yes, sir, she is so, been dur ever so long;
I reckon she dun sot down nnd got up
again a dozen Umes. You niut sick, nor
nothin, is vou, Mass Georgel”

“Who else is at table with Ler, Jimi®

“Der aint nobody else. Der aint nobo ly
else fur to be dar, ‘ceptin you. Git up,
Mass George.”

would not select one; but on the contrary |
declined them all.  Aunt Deb looked quite |
sad, She would have been angry if the |
thing had been possible, but it was not so; |
bidding me a mournful “goodnight,” shie
betook herself Lo ber room.

YGood-night, aunt Deb," [ replied to her
adien. “Don't be uneasy, I'll get married, |
Just to please you, one of these days.” -

#What should I get married for, I won- I
der,"” woliloquized 1, after auntie had gone. |

“Married! bah, twenty years Lence will do |
dor that, but not now, not now—some of |
these days—and trimming the light, 1|
stretched raysell again upon the lounge in |
the back parlor, and went on with Juvenal.
After awhile the servants eame in, lighted
up the fiont parlor brilliantly, urnamented |
it with a profusion of white flowers, and |
went out without saying anything to we. |
By-and-by pirsons, most of whom were
strangers to me, entored and ranged them. |
selves about the lighted room. They had
& sort of nt look, and conversed in
low tones—none of them came into my
room, said anything to me, or in any way |
recognised the fact of my existence, though |

“Where are all those peopls who were
here last nighti”

“Well, dere warmn't nobody here, as 1
knows on, 'eaptin you and Miss Deb, Mass

| Curke be cum up to the hiouse arter sunset,

but he never cum in.
well, I declare, you's dream a

gin, Mass
George.

Git up fo you git fast asleep.”
Dreawing! Well may be I am, but Il
socn see; and, making my toilet as rapidly
as 1 could, T went down, determined to
know upon what sort of pretence aunt Deb
had ventured to entrap me into matrimony
with a lady I did not know, and then to

to the frovt door and examined the turf of
the lawn. There was no trace of wheels
olther upon the grassor carriage track, and
when I went in, the old lady was sitting at
the head of the table, looking, just as she
always did, innocent, sim
as good as she could be.
“Aunt Deb," I askod at length,
ecame of you when you
inst nightt®

The lights went out one Ly one, Ic:ningi eiol i . it ,
me there. The night air grew chill and \\letg ing t Iu.-m in i]al-.- lr:‘].-u!ue and finding
damp around me. Una whined piteously them most lamentably wantng.

bin waitin brekfas for you long time—she |

: mighl{ geod girls.

and said, with a queer look on her fuce— | society, and when, as was not llln'rw!u:-nl |
“Sume of these days, George, sume of | 1y the case, I found myself among ludies,

L thought over the awkward position in |

{ Juy, stood Brownie Lersell before me,

“Went straight to bed, honey—that is,
after reading my bible a little while.”

“Nobodz here last night, after sunset,
was therel

“Nobody that I heard of, George.”

Ilooked hard at the old lady. It was
plain she was not deceiving me. It was
very odd, but no doubt Jim was right, 1
must have been dreaming. But it was a
strange dream.  With an almost tangible
reality I could see Brownie then before me,
with every line and linearent perfoctly dis-
tinct, and the low rich tones, in which she
repeated the marringe vow, were still
sounding in my ear. It no doubt was a
dream, but still was so fur a reality that I
felt that, then and tenceforth, I was wed-
ded to that woman, and never would be to
any other. That day my whole mind was
taken up with the memory of my dream
and of Brownie. As a matter of course, 1
scarcely spoke to any one.  Aunt Ded no-
ticed it, and supposed I was conning over
her good advice. After supper she drew
her rocker up to my couch, and endeavor-
ed toimprove the oceasion.

“Well, George, I hupe you have been
thinking over what we were talking about
last night?”

“What's that, aunt Deb?” I asked, rous-
ing myself with a start.

“Why, you know I advised you to get
married, and ycu said that you would think
about it."

“lintend to get married, auat Deb, by
all means.”

*Do you, my dear Georgel I am so de-
lighted! Which of those we were talking
about do you intend to take?”

“Pshaw! aunt Deb, you don't suppose 1
would marry any of those girls, do you? If
you do, you are very much mistaken,”

“Well, I can tell you, sir, they are al-
If they won't suit you
I should like to know whom you intend to
marry.”

“Why, Brownie, of course.”

“Brownie?  Who is Brownie? Brownie
who?”

“Why, the lady that—I can’t tell yon
the restof her name just yet.  Aunt Deb,
all 1 can tell you is, that Iskall ba warried
to her”

“When, Georgel”

There wns a poser—when? exactly the
thing [ would like to know, but I did not;
no, &ll I could do was to repeat what the
Aunt Deb of my dream said; “Some of
these days.”  Aunt Deb looked at me du
biously, and asked me no more questions
then. DBuat, though sha was the best old
soul in the world, she still was remotely
descended from Eve, and it was Lard to

koow that a wedding was on the carpet
and have her mnagination stop there. So,
in the next week, at odd times, she tried to |
get ut Brownie’s history, and nsked where

she lived; whether her parents were living; |
how long I liad known her; when our ar
rangement conuneseed; why [ hiad never |
told her more about it, aud when I was to
visit her.  On all liese suljects [ had to
fight very shy, but made up for it when
aunt Deb wanted to know if shie was hand

some, for there I was fully posted, aud gave
the old lady a full lengtl portrait, which |
threw her in ecstacies.

Things weunt on as usual for two or three
months, Timngl: it was only a dream,
Brownie bad become to me a real being,
my Leusehold friend, every-day companion,
and pure divinity; somebody to sit with,

nde with, tnlk to- 1 eared nothing for female |

my strong  tendency was toward drawing
comparisons between them and Drownie,

One brighit afternoon in the early spring, |
I was snuntering aloug the street in Mubile,
luzily smoking a cigar, and thinking nbout
Brownie, when 1 was met by a party com
ingup.  Seeing people elose to me [ raised
my eyes, nnd there to my astomishment and
Al

| inost beside myself with happiness, Lsprung

| which mauide

furward and clasped her in my arms, She |
threw hers around my neck, and  ou lips
met with the samne warm, chinging kiss,
our bridal
wias a hiving, sentient being. We lind

really been married.  They lind taken e

from me, and I had been fosl enoush

to let them do it, and let nunt Deb, the old

sinner, makeo me think I had been dream

ing. Well, I had her once more, and I'd

like to s¢o :l.||)' lm-ly I-t,'lil‘i:t'l:l us w_:‘.it:.

“Oh, Brownie, dear DBrownie," said I,
Kissing her again and agnin, without think
ing for a moment what the passers-by
would say, “l have you now, my dear,
sweel hittle wife—"

“Not yet, ‘icorgn:, not yet. Some of
these days,”" aud thare steed that confound-
ed old bishop, with his strange smile and
silver tones.  He put his band on my arm
and unwound it, with the other hand liftad |
Brownie into  carringe, and, leaping in af-
ter her with an netivity surprising in so
bulky a man, drove offf PBut bLe was not

salute. DBrownie

| able to elude we s¢, and, na the earringe

.‘\“ llt‘ltl [n(m[n.’e—.

| spirit Ler awny as soon as [ was married. |
1 Before going to the breakfast room, I went |

ple hearted, and |

startad, I made a disperate spring after it
and caught the door with my right hand, |
There was & wild shriek, and 1 found my-

self burled with violence to the ground. |
gathered myself up and losked wround. |

was not in Mobile but in tha back parlor.

[ Confound it, I had been dreaming again.

When [ sprang after Brownie, wy foot caine
down upon Una. Her yelp was the shriek
I had heard. Her struggles upsel me.
For aught I know I may have been hug
ging and kissing the sofa instad of Brow-
nie,

Aont Deb found me packing my trunk,

“What is that for, Georgel” queried the
old lady.

“Going somewhore, ma'am,” 1 replied, |

dutifully.

“Going to see Brownie, George!"

“Certainly, aunt Deb, wliere else should

[I go!” and I went on packing my trunk

“what | with the determination of finding Brownie
left the parlor | if she was above ground, and of mareying

herif I did find her. Tt was a beautiful

| |I|'|'.\" r.-|' e

spring day when I set out and began to
steam up the Mississippi, spending a few
days with this friend, and a few more with
that, until at last I found myself on the
Ohio river, at a pretty town upon the Vir-
ginia shore. As the Ohic river mail boat
came along, I took passage in her, intend-
ing to go to Pittsburg, strike across the
country eastward and perhiaps go to Cape
May or Saratoga, or wherever else chance
might lead me. As I stepped on the boat,
in the dusk, 1 met an ol college mate, and
lighting a eiEar from his, stcod near the
gangway talking to him without entering
the cabin, until between ten and eleven
o'clock, when the boat stopped at the
Wheeling pier.

“Clear the gangway there, gentlemen—
out with the mail bags. Hurrah with the
baggage there, boys,” shouted the mate.
“We are two hours behind time, and
musn't hang here a second longer than we
can help. Push on now with your ladies,
sir, everybody's ashiore Lut you; hate to
hurry you, but carry the mail and ’hind
time.”

As the ladies spoken to were liurried past,
a low voice, which seemed very familiar to
me, said.

“I hate toleave this boat, for I know he's
on il."

“Pshaw, coz, you're foolish. You'd have |
seen him if he had been, and you say you
will know him.”

“Yes, [ know Le's here”

I stepped forward to see who they were
—at that second the plank wus drawn up,
the lashings thrown off, and the boat began
to sheer from the wharf. At thesame mo-
ment the Iadies turned to look at the beat.
The lamp fell full on their faces, and there
stood Brownie on the pier.

“Stop!” I exclaimed, “I go ashore here.”

“Too late, sir,” sung out the mate,
“couldu’t stop now, sir, for the Presideut
himself.”

“It is very important that I should go
ashora here. 1l pay any amount if you'll
stop."

“Couldn't, sir, if you'd give me all Vir-
ginny. 'Taint no sort of use to talk about
it—"hind time.”

“Well, tell ma who those last ladies were
who went ashore,”

“Can'’t tell, sir—ecume aboird sinee din- |
ner, poing east—eastern people, may Le." |
I cast my eyes mournfully towards the
wharl, where Brownie was still &I.m-lit:;.':.l
and waved my handkerclicl towards her. |
Shie returned the signal.  Jast then, some |
one on the upper deck sangz out, *Not yel, |
Gieorge, not yet, some of these daye,” I|
turned round with a stamp to confrout the |
old bishop, but "twas only u deck hand |
~I|uulmg to one of his fellows,  Well, bad
as it was, the evil was not without
This [
Brownie was real.  She was ;_:"ih;: eist, so
was [, and | keew that we must meet same |
of these duys, ifnot sooner. 1 hunted Phila: |

s so

Ince, Lime was not dreaming. |

Pdelphia and Cape Mar, New York asund |
| Suratoga, Boston and _\'--\\-[mr:, but Drow- |
PHe wWas nol

I came at last to |
lie conclusion to stop looking fur her, and
trust to Providence to bring us together.
After Gouising round, I was going fiom
Washington 1o Plilade!plia to joiu a par |
ty, whien the train slowed as wo got near |
the Reiny House. Anothier train was mov
g slowly by, T was leaning my head
Histlessly aguinst the ear window, when from |
the lll-]r-milt' CAr I ]ll‘:U-I SoIne one l'h‘|:l:-n!.
O, there boo ds, lock?” 1 turned my
head carelessly, and there at the ear win- |
SO <i, 1 LH R “r-l\‘u'u;n' LI.'L‘-
ing at e, her eyes rdiant and her checks
glowing,

to L seen,

*

Another second, the engrines let

fon their steam, rushed aw ay in opposite di-

rections, and | could ses only a kerchief
fluttering from the window. 1 hunted up
the conductor at once; as amwatier of COurse,
e was in the furthest ear. 1L was impossi-
ble for Lim to stop the train. I Le dud, 1
cuuld never eateh the other.

“*Never mind, colonel,” said he, eonsol
ingly, “you’ll have better luck next time,
and light on vour fiiend some of these days.”

“Hang some of these days. Wlhere was
the train going?”

Which train was it
sonth, the other wast,

! One was poing
I had noticed but
¢, 30 L only knew that Brownie was
oty somewhers away from e, My
Phitlndelphin purty determined to go to the
Virginia Springs, and a few days saw s
halt covered with dust, emptivd from a
stage coach at the White Sulphur, 1t was
the | !:_flll of the season, and the crowd
tremendons,  Eatables were rare

Lirg un

al any |

price, and moni y could command no bet

ter lodging than a very small icattress up- |

on the ball-room floor,  As fairy feel were |

moving over that floor until mudnight and |
o oy

then some were Lurn

Bity s L iGusy o

tha one room, & siuglo night's oxperience
I to the ald
Bweep, whore some one told me iceommo
dutions to be had. They gave me
A pgood eabin on a grassy hillside. 1
plunged into the bath, the most glorious
one, | think, in the world: took nmy uap,
ate a capital supper and  dressed; Ly that |
time the band was audiblein the ball room
Everybody seomed going, and, as [ had
Lo -I-i, I went too I'he ball
room was crowded, especially near the doar,
and it was difficalt to get in. Quoce e, ]
ascertningd that the centre of the FOOI Wis

satisficd e, and went over

ware

nothing else

vecupied by o hiuge coullion of half n doz
en or more coupla tow side, while the look

ers on stood around half n dozen deep.  As
a man will do in a strange place, I got a
deal in the rear, anid lln",,[:nl o look over
the erowd to see if I could ses any fumilinr
fuces.  Befora me stood a very preity girl,
leaning on the arm of a fine handsome fol- |
low, chatting away in high glee about some

of tha oceurrences of the -I-l_\'- A4 a matter

of course, 1 was obliged to here every word

they said.

“Where's your cousin?” ho asked, pres-
ently.

“In her cabin," was the reply. “She|
will be io aftar a while. She's & little ner- |
vous, tonight. Ideclare it is so funny;”
and the Lright young thing leansd back
her head and langhed, as if sha was onjoy- |
ing sowething hogely,

{ seen him twice. In the spring, she insisted

| weeks ago she said she saw him pass in

| agination.

| seconds, she saw in them a real or imagi

(arim of & huge man before me, st d thero

\'];i‘-]".
|
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“What makes her nervous this evening,
does she expect a declaration?”

“I do not know that she does; but she
hins been saying, for the last two hours, that
he is here, and they are to meet now at
last. 'Tis the strangest notion that ever
got into a clever girl’s head, and as you
know there's no mistake about her being
clever.”

“Very smart woman, indeed; unusually
so—bul tell me all about that. I've heard
of some queer notion she lad about some-
Ludy, but never could get at the story, Tell
me all about it, won't you?"

“Well, I'll tell you. Last winter, some-
where about the first of Decembar, we were
down at Uncle Harry’s, in Mississippi. Coz
and I used to sleep together. One night
about two or three o'clock she woke me
up, “Bettie,” said she, “I'in married; and
they've taken me away from ny husband,
or him from me, and you don’t know how
miserable 1 feel”

*I knew she had been dreamiog, and
supposed she was only half awake then; so
[ thought I'd talk to her, find out her
dream, and laugh at her in the morning,
for she always cared less about beaux than
any girl I ever saw; so, said I,

“Well, that's a pity, ccz. Was he hand-
somel”

“Yes, Dettie, he was the handsomest
man | ever saw; at least, [ think so.”

“Did you use to kaow bim, cozl”

“Never saw him before they married Lim
to me. But, oh, Bettie! I do love him so
dearly! Where is he?”

"lfu‘ll be back presently, I
What was his namel”

“George.”

“George whol
namei”

“I don't know"—and, sighing wearily,
she turned over and went to sleep again.”

“[n the morning 1 jested her about it,
but she took it very gravely. Ehe said
she had been married to George, and he
Liad been separated from her. She loved
him very dearly, and knew she would be
his wife one of these days; but she wished
she could be then. Well, every now and
then sha would talk to me about George;
but, except being able to deseribe Lim very
minutely, she can tell nothing of Lim; seems
o coufused she caunot get it straight in
hier own mind.

“That is rather odd. Does shia think
she would know him again if she was to
see himi"”

“Certainly; and riore than that, she says
she knows when lie is near her, and has

[

reckon.

What was Lis other

that he was on the boat with ber, and after
we got on the whatf Jdeclared (Lat she saw
Lim, and Lie knew lier al once. About two

tha cars, aud that he knew her again, Now
shie says ho is Lere to uight.  She is very
anxious to see bim, but feels very narvous
abiout "

“\Vhat do you think of all this.™

“I don't know what to think,” said Miss
Bettie, gravely,  “It any one else were to
tlk so, 1 ghoull think they wera crazy.
Plut T kuow sheis not crazy. I wish 1
knew what to think,  Wlhat is your opin-
won of 1"

“Merely the effect of an over-excited im-
. In her dream sho has recalled
to her mewory the fuce of some purson she
had seen, perhiaps i childhood, and seeing
the persons you allude to for ouly a few
nery resemblance 1o the face, Those cases
of exeited fancy are pot uncomion, even
in very sensible people.”

“Excited imagination—thunder!” mut.
tered I, “DBrownie’s liere now:™ and with
eager ove I scunned the crowd, moving
through it as well as 1 could, until I got
niear the -!mlllg room door, tll!u:lgu which
most of the ladies entered thoe ball-reom.
Presently 1 heard a voice. 1 knew it was
ber's at the first word. 1 looked under the

was Drownie, o all ber glorious beauty,
leaning on the arm of an old gentleman, |
My heart beat—every pulsation sounding
through me hke the clang of a sledge
hammer.  Presently her escort left her for
a while, and lifting the huge man out of the
way, I extended my Land w Ler, and could |
nothing but *Brownie!” Her fuce |
turned white as marble, and then the red |
blood rushed back to it.  She only said,
0 Georgel™  but bier soft, small hand mat
mine with the same encircling, absorbing
1 looked round to see that no one |
was noticing us, drew her out of the door, |

say

and throwing aver her head the first scarf

I laid my hand on, we wandered through
the long dining room iuto that gloriows old |
portico which runs the whole length of the

1.
1t old

vl ‘l__;. ..;!!!_'.’1 4 Dort (L)
walked that night until the hall was thin.
ned, and the last davoer left, and the band
put up their instruments in their green bags,
and went—nobody knew were; and when,
at midnight, I bade ber good night at her
cibin door, shie was my Brownic aud | was
Ll't (.' I’\;.":-T".

I e writing in the old back parlor, anid
al the tabla

i

with me sit Brownie wnd aunt
Db, while upen the earpet, all mixed up
into one, are Unn, and hittle Brownie and
li---rr__;--, jr.

— s

3 Mt ar Barsus, —It wis

A annoineed
sometime since that Barnum w s preparing
an immense gutta percha ball—<hollow—iu
which to make the descent of Niagarn Falle,
This gag to humbug the public is well hit
off by the following announcement:

Proaness.—There is at Present in opera-

{ ton near Doston & jumping locomotive?

which only touches the ground oneca in
mile. It is perfectly round, the machinery
in the centre, and is conted externnlly with
India rubber. So soon as the patent has
been secured, its proprietor supposes that
thousands of them will be seen “bobbin’
around™ the world, so that to the man in
the moon the earth will look like a big
cheesa covered with “skippers,” Who de-

nios that this is really a “fast age™
——— e

Some ona ealls the time of squeezing the
girls hands “the palmy senson of life.”

| stitutes the leading staple of exchange at

| progress, compreliending, as they do, the

The Cotton Trade World.

The Secretary of State has presented to
Congress somae comprehensive and valua-
ble tables, exhibiting tke amount of the
cotton trade of the world for the last five
years, with the various tariff duties and cus-
tom house regulations. These statistics show
the important part the United States per-
form in this trade. This country has export-
ed an average of more than & thousand mil-
lion of pounds of cotton in each of the five
yoars past, of which quantity wore thansev-
ea hundred inillion pounds went to England,
aud nearly two liundred million pounds to
France, from which this latter Government
derived an aonual revenue of nearly three
millions of dollars. The amount of cotton ex-
ported in 1855 was—to Great Eritain, 673,-
498,259 lbs., free of duty; to France, 210,
113,809 lbs., duty of $3.72 per 230 lbs,, in
national vessels, and $8.48 in foreign vessels,
duty paid $2,939,300; to Spain, 33,071,
795, duty 97 1-2 cts. per 102 lbs. in na-
tional vessels, and $1.85 in foreign vessels,
paid £265.296; to Russia, 448,806, 18 3 4
duty for 36 lbs, paid $47,018; to ITanse
Towus, 30,800,901, duty paid, $25,795; to
Belgium, 12,210,583, free; to Austria, 0,
761,485, free; to Sardinia and Italy, 16,
087,064, different rates; to Mexico, 7,5217,-
079, duty 81.60 on 101 lbs., paid #£103-
118; to Holland, 4,941,414, free; to Swe-
den and Norway, 8,428,437, different rates;
to British North American Provinces, 888,
204, free; to Denmaik, 200,186, free; to
Cuba, 9,620, duty paid $2,355; to Poritu-
gal, 144,006, duty paid, 10 cents; else-
where, 270,822. Total amount exported
in 1855, 1,008,424,601 pounds, which, at
&n average price of eight cents per pound.
would proluce the sum of $80,273,088,08.

The aunual average importation of cotton
from all countries into l!;:glnnd, the Iast
five years, has been 838,335,984 pounds,
of which amount, according to British au-
thorities, €61,529,220 pounds, or more
than three fourths, were from the United
States. 715,525,296 pounds is the usual
consumption in Great Britain, the rest is
exported to the continent, About six-sev.
enths of the cotton received at Liverpool
comes from the United Stases: four fihs are
estimated to be imported for the factories of
Laveashire and Yorkshire. The number
of spindles in operation in England is esti-
mated at more than twenty millions. The
value of cotton supplied by the United
States to Gr at Britain, in 1855, was $57,-
616,740, Leing about the average each
year the last four, About one tenth of the
cotton imported from the United States is
re exported from England, while pearly
one-half of that imported from British In.
dia is pever used in her fastories, but is
sent away. These facts are signifieant of
their relative value. American cotton is
estimated as one hundred per cent. superi
or to that of India. Cotton constitutes in
value more than two-thirds of the domes-
tic exports of the United Stales to France.
Next to the United States, France derives
hier supplies of cotton from the Levant, and
the third place is held by South Amgerica.

There are at present in Russia, or there
were previous o the war, 495 cotton facto-
ries, employing 112,427 operatives, and
producing annually 40,807,736 pounds of
yarps and corresponding amounts of tex
tiles.

Before the breaking out of the late war,
the manufacture of cottou in the Bussian
empire was progressing with extraordinary
activity. The number of spindles exceed-
ed 350,000, producnig aunually upwards
of 10,800,000 pounds of cotton yarns. The
burter trade with the Chinese at Kiachta
stimulates this branch of manufactures in
Russia, as the article of cotton velvet con-

that point for the teas and other merchan-
dise of China. In former years this article
was supplied almost exclusively by Great
Dritain, but the Clinese prefer the Russian
manufacture, and hence the steady progress
of that branch of industry.  Thus ausuually
increasing importations of the raw wateri-
al and constant diminution in the quantity
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ton correspondent ]
mercial contributes to the
sheet the following pen and iuk
.F?::r:f the more prominent of our present
“I looked in on the Senate to day, Gen,
Cass is a ponderous old fellow, with & mass-
ive head, which he covers with a rusty, old

brown wig, and ing and t-
ting his &uth .::1' Plnmg-: o

“Washi
Gom.

i breath be-
twaen his teeth ss if Lo coustanily (asted
something disagreeable. John M. Clay-
ton is more engrmous than Gen, Cass,
aud his face, though fat, s maguificent;
He is the best looking man in the
and laughs heartily at intervals from two to
five minutes. His hair is as whiteas snaw,
and bjis big eyes glisten all the time with
intelligence and biumor. Seward is as sta-
wart in appearance as a pair oﬂougl. ‘He
does not weigh more Ii?uu a bandred
qu:acla. His hair is short and looks dead;
is eves are hidden behind & pair of gold
spectacles. His face is thin, pale and wrin-
kled, but its lines are firm, and he appears
to be what he is—-a man of restless inte]-
lecct.  Senator Butler, of South Carolina,
is the thickest at the waistband, though
not uncomfortably heavy. His face is
Lright, and his hair, which he wears long
and in & singular coufuston, is whits as
newly washed lamb's wuol. Hale's a
rance indicates that he has been fed
iberally on fat pork and butter milk.
Puﬁh looks younger when among the old,
bald, or white headed and big- 1fied Sena-
tors than I ever before saw him. A ma-
jority of the Benators haye naked patches
on the top of their heads, and quite half of
them are the opposite of slender. They
chew toboeco very much as other folks, so
far as I could discover, and immediately
after adjournment several of them lit cigais,
;;:d leaning back appeared to feel comforta-
e.

Narourrax Apuse or tae Excrisa.—The
following is a specimen of the literature of
Naples, 8s indicating the spirit of the goy-
ernment towards the English. It is from
‘Le Spie:’ “Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray
for us sinners, exclaimed my little Maltese
servant, shivering with fear.” *For these ex-
communicated Jacobius, said he, God has
sent us the cholera, and for these Engli
dogs, yet more excommunicated, who bare
giventhem a reception, weshall now surely
die, if 8t. Paul does not save us; nor could »
truer sentiment proceed from the lips of in-
nocence. Most boly Paul, thou whe from
the asp and the viper didst tear the poison-
ed tooth for the salvation of the children of
Publius, wield thy sword to strike off the
heads of those famished wolves. A
the shame of baving lent thy name to al-
tars raised to heresy—destroy the fox of
Albion—rescue us from shipwreck. The
irritable political ruffianism of a Minto—the
insidious pharisaic eloquence of a Cobden
—the lying, vulgar calumnies of a Glad-
stone—vivified and animated by the sordid
aud shemeless robbery of a Palmerston,
and of as many others as have preceded or
sball foliow bim in the Judaising ministry,
have pillaged the world, so as not to leave
the skin of man uninjured by the bleody
teeth ofthe British bear! The Mazzini, the
Proudhiani, the EKossuth, and all the refuse of
the creation, will be always the rusty, distorl-
ed instruments attached to the adulierated
garter of the English shield, for the rapine
of the rich spoils of the human race. Who
does not kuow that our silks, our rags, our
skin, are constantly designed to cover the
libidinous limbs of this prostituted, shame-
less, stinking hag, and that we shall be
ever condemued to satiate her with our
arms, and assuage bLer with our blood, if
the mercies of God do not save usi” &e.
This work wes written f.rand paid for by
a member of the Neapolitan government.
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Tue Userue avp 1 Beavnirvr.—The
| toinb of Muses is unknown, but the travel-
er slakes his thirst at the well of Jacob.
The gorgeous palace of the wisest wmon-

of cotton yarns imported is accounted for.
Were raw cotton admitted, as in England,
free of duty, the United States would most

probably supply, in the direct trade, the |

whole quantity consumed in that empire.
As it is, the commercial reforms in Russia,
already announced officially and now in

establishment of American houses at St
Petersburg, mnst uecessarily tend to that
result.—South Curolinian.

archs, with the eedar, and ivory, and even
| the Temple of Jerusalem, hullowed by the
| visible glory of the Deity himself, gro gone;
{ but Solomon’s reservoirs aro as perfect as
ever. Of the ancient architecture of the
Holy City, not one stone is left upon sno-
ther; but the pool of Bethesda comwmnands
the pilgrim's reverence to the preseat day.
The columns of the Persepolis are moulder-
ing into the dust; but its cisterns apd aque-
duets remain to challenge our admiration.

e e
The Evening Dost’s Washington corres-
pondent hias the following items:
“l have already mentioned, among Mr.

| Drooks" testimonials for his toecant achieye-

ment, e liveoak, silver topped cane pre-

sented by Noithern shipmasters doing l:u-’
| siness in Charleston, which he is said natu

rally to prize above the otliers on account
of the superiority it manifests to local pre:
Judice on the part of the donora,

*Lot ine mention anothier, which came
by Adams’ Express, purporting to Le the
gilt of *“The Alloghanies of Yirginia,! This

consists of three well pronged hickory sticks, |

each marked with a eard attached, on which
are these words: ‘For occasionn] use
Mr. Broaks, as I understand, is iustructed
by the givers to present one of these canes
to Mr. Sumner, one to Mr. Wilson, and
one 1o Senator “..!ulu', of Ohio. For some
reasoy, diowever, the consignee has not
complied, possibly regarding the request s
ajuke not worth ecarrying out.  What ae-
tion the injured Senators wil! take to obtain
the property remains to ba seen.

“Mr. DBrooks siill receives threatening
letters at the rate of from ten to sixteen by
each mail from the North. Soume of these
missives give Lim twenty four hours to pre-
pare for denth. Some are anonymons, or
signed *An Old Member of tha Honse:
otbers have the name attached in full.”

S S0

Mr. Jaycocks changed his boarding

house, the other day, becanse his landlord

would persist in bringing savsages home |
Mr. Doyle left because Mr.
cum oljected to his driving nails in thel 1o

in his hat.
Slo

| bureau to bang his boots on,
E

The golden house of Nero is a mass of ru-
| ins; but the Aqua Claudia still pours into
Rome its limpid stream. The temple of
the Sun, at Tadmor in the wilderness, has
| fallen; but its fountains sparkle as freely in
nis rays as when thousands of worshippers
thronged its lofiy colonnades. [t may be
that London will shiare the fate of Bal-jion,
and nothing be left to mark its site save
mounds of crutabling brickwork; but the
Thames will continue to flow as it does
[ now. And il any work of that art should
 still rise over the deep ocean of time, we
| may believe that it will be neither pnince
nor temple, but some vast reservoir.  And
il the light of any name should still flash
| through the mist of antiquity, it will
probably be that of the mwan who, in his
| dny, sought the happiness of his fellowmen
rather than glory, and linked his memory
| to some great work of national utility  and
benevolence. Tlhis is the glory which out-
lives all other, apd shines with undying
lustre from generation to generation, jm-
arting to its work something of its own

| Immor tality.

——ete

|  Voitaire related to Mr. Sheridan the fol-
| lowing aneedote of Swifi; “Lody Carter.
| ot, wife of the Lord Lieutenant, said to
| Swilt—"The air of [reland is very excellent
{ and healthy.” “For God's sake, madam.”
| said Swift, falling down on his kuees, be
| fore her, “don't say so in England, for if
| you do they will certainly tax it.”

| —_—————

Mone o Itr.—Sountor Wilson, in a
speech at Worcester, snid, that when he and
| others were conveying Mr, Sumner to Lis

dgmgs, Mr. 8. remarked: “I shall fire it
| to them again, if God spares my life.
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